= Volume 8, Issue 5 R October 20, 1993 


ndependent Forum for Student Thought _ 


Nn 


Mees 
bas in danger of 5? 
port well.with that, J°4 
human character ; 7#°9 
he may. do far worse | 
ot lla a 
a % 


Ihe finds among va- ‘ 
variable,...an) 
of excellence 
loism that will 


d 


‘vo Ry» 


WOI0}9 STU) 

1) « sna 
ov mb ay 
I!4V.p ydosor 
Sos sno} and 


" 


OUOM Sop aaudsAy 


u 


OLN 
inb “won s: 
Jansipoad= 


USOT eptpura 
) doUvssInd 


? lay nNofe 
S$ 92}u09 


oun oun & 
YOU JOR, 
Ay 


Dd ‘a8uy 


2 
(0S No 
na snow 


we 


‘aS SULT. 
S -ans soso" 


: c. 
>OsIp; SG 


ouur ua * 
1) «*sptasu =. 
dp assooc 


}UO/OA 


WORD 70e y 
“a 


So, 


yy Suaaney c 


— 


PND oSuuy i 
S 


S 
> al 1! InojoRe 
Soy aed onb § 


A) 
99}90 op Noor y 


evaedne Is J 


91/29 sauiod 


° 


= OpNywos 0999° 


& ol. dg 
que udtT ano 


-_—— 


WOT 


{ ma mov in} 
sans tresio4 


<> mrcajen 


mec 

A 
~ 
‘ 


‘rent une Vv 


t 


cau 


“% Pagers “EULER PTF POR PRT HHT eae ee oe ee ee 
vey CPLA AR cre COL oo ee ke ee ee Me Oe pee MOO DAS Oe ak ae ae 


HIGHLAGANDER 


Bike BHOP 
Is Now —— 


GOURMET 
BICYCLES 


SALE 


YOKOTA AHWAHNEE 


¢Full Cro —- Moly 
¢Shimano A20 Shifter 
¢Toe Clips 


$299 


Same Location : 
Same Great Service 
CG : 


377 —3969 


1155 N. Canyon Rd. Provo 
Next to Bamboo Hut 


P 
While Supplies last 


UTAH’S LARGEST HALLOWEEN ~ 


SELECTION 


Blood 
a OC 
wos 11) OFF! 
Spirit Gum Any Halloween | 
| Purchase | 
| with coupon | 
Professional ft mcr comemt t 
Makeup Artist 47.“ eS 28000t~t~S 


Costumes 
Makeup 


Latex 


Fangs 
Accessories 


Taylor Maid Beauty Supply® 


Your Halloween Headquarters 


640 East State Road 1088 North Main 255 West Center Street biel H-140 
American Fork, Utah Spanish Fork, Utah Provo, Utah yore Oa 
788-6249 796-7051 375-7328 225-0621 . 
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Setting the Record Straight 


I have realized over my brief stay in Utah that talking about gay and 4 


Lesbian civil rights is like trying to tell David Duke that Black is 


beautiful, but nevertheless, upon reading a letter in the Student Review 7 


(volume 8:2) by Jeff Porter entitled “To Accept or Not to Accept,” I 

felt that I should write a response, hoping that there are some people in 

the reading audience who can appreciate truth. ca 
As a happy and dignified member of the gay community, I found it 


most puzzling how Mr. Porter took the liberty of labeling himself “very 


tolerant of homosexuals” as he proceeded to regurgitate and lend his 
support to every line of the right-wing’s current campaign of 


misinformation concerning the gay and Lesbian community. Firstof = 


all, I would suggest to Mr. Porter and any other budding homophobes, 
that if you wish to generalize and belittle an already oppressed group, 


please at least get your facts on the gay community from a source more ~ 


credible than Jesse Helms or Pat Robertson’s faithful sidekick Sheila. 
Rather, the best source would be gay people ourselves. The Utah 
Stonewall Center in Salt Lake City (539-8800) can give you 
information on several gay and Lesbian organizations all across Zion, 
all of which would be more than happy to educate anyone on the gay 
and Lesbian community. 
Now I must address and correct several dangerous misconceptions 


espoused by the homophobic right-wing, and _re-espoused by Mr. Porter. 
First, even though it is completely impossible to detect and therefore = 


measure anyone’s sexual orientation, the Kinsey estimate of 10% of the 
world’s total population as being gay is still the most accurate guess. 
The recent survey which concluded that gays and Lesbians comprised 
only 1% of the population was given with the intent of measuring 
behavior among heterosexual males, and even the sponsors of the 
survey have stated that their measure of homosexuality was most 
definitely inaccurate. In this survey, no promise of anonymity was 


given as survey-takers went door to door asking questions pertaining to 


the respondents’ sexuality. Now, Mr. Porter, it doesn’t take much 


imagination to realize that in a society where one may legally lose his/ 


her job and housing if discovered to be gay, one might actually lie 
about his/her sexual orientation. Next, Mr. Porter claimed that AIDS is 
still primarily a problem of gay men...which very well might have _ 
been the most moronic statement of the whole letter. With the current 
AIDS-rate, by the year 2010, the entire population of Uganda will be 
dead. I wonder if Mr. Porter believes that Uganda, or all of Africa for 
that matter, is a continent of mostly gay men. The fact is that since last 


year, the rate of AIDS increase decreased in the gay community, while _ 


in the I-can’t-get-AIDS-since-I’ m-not-gay believing heterosexual — 
community, the rate of AIDS increase is booming. Currently, many — 
more heterosexuals are infected with the HIV virus than gay men. Mr. 


Porter’s attitude of confining AIDS to the gay community will only aid — 


in the further propagation of the disease within the unaware and ~ 
uneducated heterosexual community. 

Another stereotypical generalization included by our “tolerant” 
friend is that gays have some problem in sustaining monogamous 
relationships and that, much to the contrary, we have sex with anyone, 
anytime, and anywhere. Get a grip, Jeff. Books that print this 
misconception are about as truthful as the God Makers in its portrayal 
of Mormonism, and the claim of a lack of non-monogamous gays is 
about as accurate as the in the God Makers that Mormonism is a Satan- 
worshipping offshoot of Hinduism. As someone who is active within — 
the gay community, may I assure you that there are plenty of gaysin _ 
successful and happy monogamous relationships, including this author. 

Finally, I would like to address the issue of civil rights for the gay 


and Lesbian community. I am in accordance with Mr. Porter that one’s — 
sexual orientation should not be an issue for civil rights, but the reality — 
is that since gays and Lesbians are routinely persecuted, harassed, and: f 


murdered solely on the basis of sexual orientation, government es 
protection is in order. Many opposed to gay and Lesbian civil rights 
claim that relief from the terror of daily life amounts to “special rights” 


and “privileges” for gays and Lesbians. Since when was the right to be ~ 


a dignified human being a “‘special right”? And yes, as hard as it may 


be to swallow, God is the one that made us gay, not our over-dominant 


mothers (another false stereotype). It’s funny how these very same - 
rights, when pertaining to people of color or non-Christians are viewed 
as essential to granting the promise of the right to the pursuit of 
happiness, but when these rights are demanded by gays and Lesbians, 
suddenly we are seen as asking for more than we deserve. What do we 
deserve? Incessant harassment and discrimination just so some 
members of society can feel a little more comfortable? I don’t think so. 
If there is anyone in this story who is demanding special rights, it is the 
gay-bashers who demand the right to torment their neighbors, 
especially because they are gay: In short, the reason we demand legal 


| 


protection on the basis of how we love is that bigots simply won’t leave 


us alone for that very reason. Love is a civil right, Mr. Porter, and by 
God’s will, that is a right which will no longer be denied gays and 
Lesbians. 


Truly, 
Dave 
Orem, UT 


Staff person of the week: 


Scott Whitmore: because I like me. 


| 


Pictures of Lily 


by Joel Barber 


g- t’s one of those muggy, flaccid summer 
[2 Iam feeling particularly restless when 
mom plods up the back steps at quarter of 

twelve with a fat book and a poorly disguised 
smile. She hands me the book—her 1967 BYU 
_ yearbook, the Banyan, with convenient 
bookmarks to help me locate persons of interest 
(namely, her). I receive the musky tome in both 
hands. The book’s curious ethereal cover - 
(reminiscent of the mural at Temple Square 
_ Visitor’s Center) hints at the equally intangible 
domain which it holds—twenty-six years through 
time, pressed into black and white slices of life, 
bound up in a package no bigger than a hat box. 
So as mom slips away down the stairs, I slip back 
in time. Listen: 
From the 
marked pages I 
learn that my 
own existence 
- was somewhat 
of a bizarre aes: a 
accident. I say this because in 1967 (the year my 
folks decided to get together and make babies) 
the Banyan contends that Sharlene was a 
! blushing, sophomore Cougarette, while Russell 
was a graduate engineering student, and member 
of the brainy service and scholarship fraternity, 
Blue Key. I do not belittle Blue Key in calling it 
“brainy”; this is in fact an exact quote. 

My interest piques by this minor revelation, I 
flip to the Banyan’s opening pages where a 
layout of the Board of Trustees lends some 
immediate perspective: three future prophets 
served on the Board; Gordon Hinkley and 
Thomas Monson were spiritual golden boys with 
robust features; Howard W. Hunter had hair (a 
bit), and a few pages later lay a youthful David 
Haight, Assistant to the University President. 

However, as my journey continues I become 
more and more enthralled by the things that 

 haven’t changed. “1500 Students Turned Away,” 
reads an all too familiar headline as 
administrators cap enrollment at 20,000. Another 
headline declares of the newly constructed 
student center, “ELWC is Living Room of the = + 
Campus.” I also found that the Intercollegiate 
Knights have always been dweebs: Perhaps the 
most singular sampling sprang from “The Dating 
Game”: 
What’s your name?...What’s your 
major?...Where are you from?...Do you 
Owe usice cream?...Almost everything on 
this campus is marriage-oriented...have you 
noticed?...Haven’t we met before”...So 
you’re going to let a physics midterm come 
between us?... You sit next to me in biology 
class and I was wondering...you remind me 
of someone...I agree, I think we both should 
date other people...you could get a job and 
we could live in Wymount...you haven’t 
_even told me your name yet... 
Keep in mind that this is 26 years ago. 


‘Naturally, my venture was not without a few 
unicorn sightings. 1 wonder if the Nereids 
synchronized swim team still exists. And what 
ever became of Wye Magazine, BYU’s first 
literary journal? How about the sizable Arizona 
Club, which boasted “‘western-style fun” at their 
bi-monthly Arizona stomp? With pop-country 
sweeping the nation, maybe it’s time for a 
comeback (well, maybe not). 

Above all other curiosities, I simply wonder 
at the sea of faces—my peers in a way, fellow 
students at this peculiar institution. Who were 
they? Who are they now? I stroll past the class 
portraits and find faces that transcend time—I 


- could swear I used to see Diane Landes in the 


Morris Center last year, and doesn’t Janet 
Palmer hang out a lot at the Pod? 


I must admit that I’ve always sewn a happy 
dream in yesterday. I am the boy in the Who’s 
classic track “Pictures of Lily,” forever finding 
respite in those wholesome, yet intriguing faces 
from the hazy past—images as much subliminal 
as optic, the residue of a waking dream. 


, Somehow I just know that if I’d been born in 
Marilyn Jacob’s time, “it would have been 


alright.” 
Oh well, maybe if I’m lucky her daughter 
goes to BYU. 


The Banyan from years 1911-1985 are 
available for perusal in the 
Special Collections Room, 4040 HBLL 


‘the Top, Please” 


y publisher has been bugging me for some time to 
M write a column with broad cultural significance. The 
kind of column that will bring the community together 
around a common cause.Bryan had just the subject for me: 
circumcision. It seems anti-circumcision groups with names like 
RECAP and NOHARMM (the National Organization to Halt the 
Abuse and Routine Mutilation of Males) have been sending us lots 
of newsletters and mail encouraging us to write on this subject. 
Bryan thought I would be the best person to give this subject the 
careful and sensitive attention it deserved. 

Before you continue reading, pay attention to these warnings. If 
you’re the type of person who does not enjoy seeing the word 
“penis” in print, this column may not be for you. That’s where 
circumcision takes place, (at least it did for me) and there’s little I 
can do about that. Also, if you have a real vivid imagination that is 
likely to be sent into a frenzy by talk of “body parts,” you may 
wish to move on to the other fine selections the Campus Life 
section is offering this week. I would hate to think my column was 
the reason for some person to see their bishop. With that out of the 
way, let’s talk circumcision! 

Circumcision is bad. From what the people at RECAP say, 
circumcision is really bad. They have all sorts of charts and graphs 
(which we will not reprint here) that seem to prove their point 
handily. There’s even a book, called The Joy of Uncircumcising, 
that extols the virtues of “letting it be.”’ There are even instructions 
on how to reverse the circumcision process. More on that later. 

Being one who just so happens to have a circumcised object on 
his person at all times, I took immediate interest in this literature. 
Some of the stuff I read started to concern me. A section entitled 
“Whose Penis is it, Anyway” (a question that had never even 
crossed my mind before I read the newsletter) said that most 
children are circumcised against their will. Hmmm, now that I 
think of it, I don’t ever remember anyone asking me if I wanted to 
be circumcised. A quick survey of my roommates revealed, among 
other things, that nobody in our home was ever asked “‘the big 
question” before the scalpel was taken to their “nether regions.” 
Vexing indeed. These RECAP guys were beginning to gain 
credibility. 

Then things started to get serious. It seems there are support 
groups popping up across the country because of circumcision 
problems. Men are reporting that they don’t feel “whole” now that 
a part of them is missing. There’s even talk of (egad!) sexual 
dysfunction. That’s when I began to get worried. You see, I’ma 
good Mormon boy and I haven’t exactly had the chance to 
experience all the world has to offer, if you get my drift. The 
thought of not being able to finally cash my check at Celibacy 
National Bank is not a pleasant one. I decided something had to be 
done. 

This would bring us to the “replacement” issue. Apparently, 
there are now ways to “regain your birthright” that are non-surgical 
and cart be performed in the privacy of your own home. 
“Wonderful! I have had great success. This method is so 
comfortable I hardly know I’m doing it,” said an unnamed male in 
the RECAP newsletter. They never do tell you exactly how one 
“uncircumcises,” but they give some hints. The first step involves 
using first aid tape. I don’t know what exactly a person would do 
with tape in that region of the body. I generally try to keep 
adhesives away from that area. 

The second step is even more, severe: weights. That’s right, 
weights. While I’m still not sure why one would hang weights 
around such a delicate appendage, that sounds like the kind of 
torture that’s usually reserved for Fitness for Life classes. How 
could that unnamed male not have known he had attached weights 
to his “member.” No wonder he didn’t have his name printed. 

After reading about the weights, I figured I would “leave well 
enough alone” and learn to be comfortable with what’s left of my 
manhood. Now that I think about it, I don’t think the people that 
circumcised me went far enough. They should have cut the whole 
thing off. The way I see it, it’s not doing me any good now, and I 
can’t see getting any usage out of it in the foreseeable future. It’s 
extra baggage, sort of like an appendix, but much more demanding. 
Unfortunately for me and my rotten social life, the doctors left me 
with the costly attachment. I guess those are the breaks. 
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by Bill Stacey 


s I stared down my carpal 
A tunnel vision at my 
calculator/best friend, my 


mind was too numb to the 
surroundings to recognize the 
sound of male and female 
laughter approaching the front 
door. Instinctively, my hand 
clenched in the remnants of what 
was once jealousy, now an 
accepted worthless cause, and 
nearly broke my deluxe 
mechanical pencil. My stupid 
roommates! Had they no 
morals? It was only Thursday, 
yet their weekend had already 
begun. 

Ah, the easy life. At times I 
think what life would be like if I 
weren’t an engineering major. 
But those thoughts are strained, 
kind of like imagining what the 
world would be like without 
friction. (We talked about that 
one day in Physics 121.) 

I feel pity for my poor 
roommates. One, a psychology 
major, has as many credits to 
complete in his entire major as 
I had after freshman year. The 
other, an English major, 
dedicates his life to doing 
nothing but reading and writing. 
Excuse me, didn’t we learn that 
in third grade? These two (and 
most others like them) have a 
view on life, the universe, and 
everything that is, to borrow 
from Douglas Adams, so 
twisted it’s sprained. Oh, the 
moans of grief that emanate 
from their room when a rare 
assignment is due! At such 
times I contemplate testing Ohm’s 
law on their poorly conducting 
bodies with a high voltage source. 

Yet such a worldly view of 
their predicament is only a dram 
of the worry I have for these, my 
friends. Making me jealous is one 
thing, but jeopardizing their own 
eternal salvation is a different 
genus altogether. What is this life 
for anyway? One might argue that 
we “might never have joy” taking 
tests, but we are here to learn. 
Apart from learning right from 
wrong, we are here to develop 
talents and learn eternal truths. 
And what are these truths? What 
types of people are actually 
learning something useful to their 
salvation? 

History majors- 

Unequivocably, historical facts 
from this paltry Earth will serve 
no purpose when history begins 
anew elsewhere. Even time itself 
will have no meaning to an 
eternal being. (Like travelling at 
the speed of light, the equation 
breaks down and time is 
meaningless. That’s in Physics 
221.) Now, while time exists, 
don’t waste it all studying the 
time that has already past. 

English majors- 

Must we learn grammar and 
writing? Obviously God has a 
perfect language, but that is 
because He made it that way. Our 
languages are all perversions. So, 
to truly progress, we will 
eventually have to forget 


~ everything we know about our 


worldly tongues. Studying the 
fictional literary works of others 
not only is meaningless in the 
afterlife, but it serves no 
beneficial purpose now either. 
(This is one of the few examples 
that work against natural 
selection. This species should 
have become extinct long ago.) 

Art majors- 

The study of art is very useful. 


God Himself is positively the best 
artist, sculptor, and designer ever. 
Can we do anything but stand 
breathless at the beauty of this 
Earth? 

But art has taken a bad turn. 
What would have happened if 
God had learned postmodem art, 
or surrealism? Imagine for a 
moment cubist people, a sky that 
looks like a Jackson Pollock 
splotch, monkeys with 
Volkswagon bug heads, and trees 
that look like those ridiculously 
moronic wastes of money and 
material that pollute the fronts of 
modern buildings. No, the real 
universe is just that, real. Come 
out of your pseudo- to neo- 
realism and if you can’t paint 
anything for real, you really 
shouldn’t paint anything. 

Humanities majors- 

Personally, I am not even sure 
that this should be considered a 
major. How can you spend your 
time doing nothing but critiquing 
others’ works of art and 
literature? In the words of a 
fellow science student, “I can’t 
even think of having less effect on 
society.’ Humanities is merely the 
combination of the bad parts of 
Art and English majors, and 
doesn’t even warrant being 
treated separately. 

Psychology majors- 

Once again, knowing how to 
work with people is essential. But 
the parade of theories known as 
psychology has proven itself 
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wrong since its iaception. Critics 
would say that true science has 
also. There is a difference. 
Science has changed to form a 
model that fits all experimental 
data. As science advancés, theory 
is honed and revised. Newton was 
wrong, but was he really? Our 
tangible world follows the system 
he invented incredibly well. He 
couldn’t even see the things that 
didn’t follow his rules. Now we 


see them, and we have a system 
that explains it so well that we can 
find out the mass of particles that 
shouldn’t even exist. We can send 
pieces of metal whipping around 
our earth in such a way that they 
pass by other planets within 
hundreds of meters from the 
desired point. And the scientists 


yare MAD when it is a few miles 
(off! 


Psychology is different. It is 
based on the guesses of people 
that do not improve upon others, 
but rather attempt to disprove 
them and establish entirely new 
systems. It is very difficult to 


obtain physical mathematical data 


on something which is by nature 
intangible. So, it continues, ever 
weaving about itself a shroud of 
pretended import as theory breeds 
tiresome terminology. God 
probably pats the heads of 
scientists as they struggle to 
define the world. But He must 
either laugh or get angry when 
these “social scientists” make 
their ever-changing claims. I’m 
sorry, but to really learn how to 
deal with people, get out of the 
house and go meet somebody! 
Of course, each of these 
majors serves a purpose in our 
society. Somebody has to do it, 
and I’m not saying go be a 
mathematician if you don’t want 
to (which inevitably means you 
aren’t good at math, but that’s 
beside the point). What I am 
requesting is that we all, and I 


Why Only Science Majors Deserve Salvation ~— 


mean all, at least make an effort 
to learn True Science. “Oh, it’s 
too hard for me.”” Whine whine 
whine. Do you think that it is easy 
for the rest of us? Do you think 
that whimpering through GE 
science will suffice in the 
afterlife? Tell me, how did God 
know how to get the planets 
spinning? How did He know how 
to make DNA? How did He know 
how to make chocolate? How did 


Response From a History /Humanities Majo! 


You’ ve deconstructed yourself. (Deconstruction is something they 
teach us about in those useless literary theory classes; it teaches us 
how to tear apart faulty arguments like yours.) Firstly, how did you 
learn the skills to write this essay? You probably wrote this in third 
grade, which is the point you claim to have completed your training 
in English. Furthermore, how do you know that God wasn’t a 
postmodernist? Have you seen any pre-creation art with which to 
compare it? Maybe God got some really strange looks when he 
sculpted maple leaves, the Grand Tetons, or praying mantises. Or 
engineering majors. If you had a better historical perspective of 
eternity, maybe you would realize that. 

Maybe you would also realize that your interpersonal skills need — 
a little brushup; when you can have a non-condescending, Christ-like — 
conversation with your fellow students, maybe you can dispense with — 


_ Vivaldi than teaching you people 


He know how to power the sun? 
How did He know how to create 
the Earth? What “eternal truths” 
did He utilize? Think about it! If 
you have any desire to reach the — 
Highest Glory, what are you 
going to have to learn? Sooner or 
later, you are going to have to ~ 
learn, so why not start now? 
“Seek ye out of the best books 
words of wisdom.” Well, I think a 
good Physics book would do for a’ 
start, then some Chemistry and 
Calculus (yes, calculus. It was 
invented to explain how the d 
planets revolve around the Sun). — 
At least make an effort, and : 
maybe you'll learn something 
useful. 


You may wonder why I am so 
adamant about this. After all,I 
should watch after myself. Well, 
to tell you the truth, I am a little 4 : 
worried about who is going todo _ 
the teaching in the Millenium. 
You see, I have to brush up on my 
differential equations (to learn 
about population control in prey/ 
predator situations) and learn how — 
electrons really move. And Ss 
personally, I would much rather 
spend my spare time takinga _ 
music class from Bach and 


about calculus and about how the — 
body gets rid of waste urea. 
nia A eee 
Bill has been known to talk to 
his calculator, which he has 


named after Star Trek’s Data. 


| 


psychology. And I think you can stop worrying about the salvation of — 
non-engineering students. (For one thing, if in studying only science 
you are trying to get closest to God, you are overlooking that God is 4 
Love, which, although explored by most of the arts and letters of the 


world, seems lacking in the tone of your article.) Finally, while you is 
will be furrowing brows over the physical mysteries of the world and 


*) 


. 


Fi 


trying to teach them to other similarly-minded people in the 


afterworld, I will be utilizing my creation-practice to spiritually 
organize my own worlds, and I will leave the busywork of physical 
matters to my hired engineers from the telestial kingdom (who were 


sent there for pride). 


But I am deconstructing my own argument with equal close- 
mindedness, so let me offer an olive branch (that’s a figurative 
expression from a great literary tradition that you ought to look into). 
I'll bet that if you would attend, say, a modern dance recital or the 
Metropolitan Museum of Art or a lecture on social science. 
applications of CHAOS theory, you would learn something from a 
them and even enjoy them. I, on the other hand, would be interested _ 
in learning about such things as the homogenization of peanut butter 
and the CHAOS theory in a more “purely” scientific application. 
So—heaven forbid, or, heaven sanction—maybe we can all learn 
from each other and just be friends. Maybe that’s one reason why 
God, in all his post-modemist creative wisdom, allowed for diversity 


in His children. 


Heresy in Thought: The 
Traditional Split Between 
Science and Religion 


by Yvette Young 


The age-old split between science and religion, 
between reason and faith, has plagued the quest for 
truth since the time of Nicholas Copernicus. The 
battle which Copernicus fought was one of Reason 
against the authoritative spiritual canopy of the 
Catholic Church. In modern society the pendulum ha: 
swung in the opposite direction. Authority lies in 
reason, and the battle is to infuse the rational 
disciplines with a stronger ethos. Yet, one wonders if 
the modern bias toward reason is any better than the 
earlier bias toward religious authority. Brigham 
Young University is an institution founded on the 
belief that pure reason could be enhanced by religion, 
_ that a religious education is an improvement upon a 
purely rational education. However, part of the 
success or failure of any religious university depends 


In contemporary western society religion 
is allowed to persist as long as it does not 
infringe upon the domain of science. 


on the degree to which it can free itself from the 
traditional polarization of science and religion. » 

Early Catholicism was ‘adamant that it could 
provide all answers and eternal truths. It sought 
answers in the scriptures and rejected scientific 
‘explanations as heretical. All science fell suspect to 
heresy under the Church’s exclusionary grasp on 
truth. Even scientists who were non-threatening to the 
religious tradition came under attack. Nicholas 
Copernicus was among the first to publicly challenge 
the authority of the Church by searching for scientific 
truths. As a result he was branded a heretic, and 
finally, under pressure from the Church he made a 
public apology for his theory that the sun, not the 
earth, was the center of the universe. However, his 
recant did not convince some of his contemporaries 
(including Galileo Galilei), that his theory was a mere 
intellectual game. Galileo studied the heavens, and 
with the use of his newly developed telescope, found 
evidence in support of Copernican cosmology. For 
many years after his discoveries he battled against the 
Church. Finally, in his later years he was “summoned 
to Rome, tried by the Inquisition, condemned to 
perpetual arrest, forced to abjure, and forbidden to 
publish anything ever” (Drake, 281). Nine years and 
one publication later he died. 

While the conflict between Galileo and his 
adversaries was not resolved in his favor, it did much 
to mobilize intellectual communities against 
philosophical monopoly of the Church. This 
movement, embracing the rational and scientific, 
continued until the Victorian era when it took a new 
turn. The new approach to society did not favor 
religion, but it acknowledged its function in the lives 
of individuals. This approach was based upon the 
research of Sigmund Freud and Emile Durkheim who 
attacked the rationalist movement as being 
reductionistic and introduced the notion of symbols. 
They believed that symbols were a tool through which 
society fulfilled its need to connect with a higher, 
even supernatural power. According to Durkheim the 
enlightened person would understand that symbols, ; 
‘especially religious symbols, fulfill certain 
psychological functions. Thus, by understanding the 
rational function of symbols they would eliminate the 
need for the symbols themselves. This theory 
perpetuated the idea that reason was superior to the 
supernatural or religious involvement, and by 
extension the enlightened person would have no need 

for religion. 


‘examine the incidence of “blind faith.” Depending on 
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In contemporary western society religion is 
allowed to persist as long as it does not infringe upon 
the domain of science. The two have a tacit agreement 
of separatism in which religion does not step on the 
toes of science, and science does not involve itself in 
questions of religion. In essence they coexist by 
ignoring each other. 

Abraham Maslow, in his work on the sociology of 
religion examines this modern split between science 
and religion, and comes to the conclusion that the 
separation pathologizes both. Science without religion 
is valueless and results in such misuses as the atomic 
bomb and Nazi doctors. The realm of science is so 
laden with politics that it can be crippled by lack of 
ethics. 

Religion without science faces a similar problem. 
The absence of science 
or rational thought 
creates congregations of 
sheep. History has 
shown numerous tragic 
examples of religious 
congregations who 
literally gave up their 

y | y | right to think for 
themselves. The group 
suicide of the sect at 

Jonestown and the more recent catastrophe of the 

Branch Davidians are extreme examples of the 

consequences of removing reason from religion. But 
before we assume that the more culturally entrenched 
religions are free from the sheep mentality, we should 
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the context in which participants are called upon to 
exhibit “blind faith,” it can have disastrous personal or 
group consequences. Yet major religious 
organizations have usually established themselves 
with a certain degree of acceptability. They are under 
little or no threat of institutional catastrophe, yet they 
must deal with a few personal catastrophies of faith 
(brought about by the collision of reason with the 
“blind faith” mentality). Many religions are able to 
successfully mediate these crises of faith, others 
dismiss them as the unique situation of an aberrent 
few. 

Maslow believes that science and religion are 
“two interrelated parts of a whole...parts that need 
each other, parts that are truly ‘parts’ and not wholes” 
and isolating them “distorts them both. ..Ultimately, it 
even makes them non-viable” (Maslow, 13). He 
believes that a reintegration could eliminate this 
pathology. 

Brigham Young University, as a religious 
educational institution, is an interesting application of 
Maslow’s theory. Its existence assumes a belief that 
faith and knowledge can be integrated. In fact, in a 
BYU Devotional address President Gordon B. 
Hinckley stated that BYU “is a continuing experiment 
on a great premise, that a large and complex university 
can be first-class academically while nurturing an 
environment of faith in God” (October 13, 1992). As 
both a religious and scholarly institution, BYU has the 
advantage of being able to pursue religious questions 
with a scientific methodology. An example of this 
type of study is the research undertaken by the 
Foundation for Ancient Research and Mormon Studies 
(F.A.R.M.S.). BYU’s unique environment also allows 
the inclusion of ethics in the classroom. Unfortunately, 
the BYU experiment is not a complete success. It 
retains a hierarchy of perspectives with religion at the 
top of the ladder. Under ideal circumstances this 
hierarchy would not impede the integration of science 
and religion, yet circumstances are not always ideal. 

The current political and social climate of BYU is 
strained from recent clashes. Individual scholars’ 
freedom to engage in scholarly or other activities is 
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Live Food for 
Live People 


by Emily Carlson 


a fresh batch of piping hot muffins out of the oven. The Cure 
is playing in the background. ti employees here are pretty 
loose,” he says. “Almost anything goes.” 

He carefully places each fat-free muffin on a tray before taking 
them, and me, into the cooling area. Here is where the perishable items 
are kept: the “Tofu Rella,” a dairy-free cheese, the boxes of “Nutty 
Rice Dream Bars,” also dairy-free. 

We walk through the store area and back into the cafe, where a man 
named Mike spouts wise words of healthy wisdom: “Live food for live 
people; dead food for dead people.” And that is what The Good Earth is 
all about. 

The muffin man continues his tour through the herbs, the tofu, the 
vitamins, of Provo’s only health food grocery store. On the one side are 
the bright yellows and greens of organically grown vegetables. On the 
other, pungent smelling packets of herbs ranging from onion powder 
and black pepper to blessed thistle and motherwort. The isles between 
the two are filled with homemade pasta, “Pizsoy: The Naturally 
Delicious Alternative to Cheese Pizza,” and sprouted grain bread. 

We are back to the cafe now, with its colorful tables, live plants and 
neon art. All of the art was created by the pony-tailed cafe manager, 
Mike. 

“He even made the bathrooms happy,” explains the muffin man, 
while showing off Mike’s brightly colored bathroom decor. The walls 
surrounding the toilet are covered with purple, red, and yellow dots, 
with muted birds lurking here and there. 

Out in the dining area, a gray-haired lady sips orange-colored juice 
in one of the back booths. The Good Earth cafe serves only organically 
fresh juice, offering carrot, apple, orange, grapefruit or any combina- 
tion. The menu also displays an array of sandwiches and stuffed 
potatoes, both of which can be accompanied by the vegetarian soup of 
the day. 

“Everything we make is natural...and good for you, too,” says the 
muffin man as he holds up an East of Eden sandwich, a combination of 
whole wheat bread, canola mayo, mushrooms, olives, tomatoes, 
cucmbers, onions, cheese, avocado and sprouts. The sandwich rings in 
at $3.89. 

“The Good Earth will never replace McDonald’s. It’s for people 
who care about their health and are willing to pay for it,” says the 
muffin man. The 95 cent yogurt and $3 veggie burgers give evidence. 

The muffin man excuses himself for a minute, apologizing. It is 
time for a dose of wheat grass. The bright green grass is everywhere, 
waiting to be snipped and placed into a presser, there to be squeezed 
into an ounce of frothy liquid. 

“The hippies were really into it,” he says, offering a small, plastic 
cup to a red-haired girl. She crinkles up her nose, takes a swallow and 
reaches for a tall glass of water. The muffin man takes his dose daily. 

It is time now to leave The Good Earth, with its organic cereal and 
“Tofu Pups.” An afternoon has passed by among healthy, natural food 
and healthy, natural people. One last pause to watch the almond butter 
machine blurt out its thick brown paste, and I am outside in the rain 
again. Healthy, alive, and coming back soon. 


A man, with big white mits covering his hands, reaches in to take 


The Good Earth, both a health food grocery store and cafe, is 
located at 384 W. Center Street. For a menu or to order ahead, call 
377-7447. Hours are 9 am to 7pm with sandwiches served between | 1 
am and 7 pm. 
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Zen and the Art of 


Impromptu Carpooling 


by Warren Winkel 


in High School with my friend, John Beeson. 

For soccer practice our coach made us run up 
around the Temple about once a week. He and I 
were usually last in the pack anyway, so one day we 
just stuck out our thumbs as we were running up 9th 
East. We were almost amazed someone stopped to 
give us a ride. They dropped us of at the Temple 
where we waited behind a wall for the rest of the 
team to arrive, then assumed our usual positions at 
the back of the pack. 

This became a habit. Sure, beating the system had 
something to do with it but I think it goes deeper 
than that. There is something indescribably intrigu- 
ing about hitchhiking. Seeing the brake lights go on 
as a car slows to a stop. Getting in with a stranger, 
forced to make small talk, wondering why he/she 
picked you up. Why does he/she trust you enough to 
give you a ride? Why do you trust them enough to 
get in? 

A couple of years ago we decided we wanted to 
do it again, only on a larger scale. It was around 
mid-term time when we planned it. We had been too 
responsible the entire semester. We were studying 
almost nightly and going to most of our classes. We 
decided we would leave indefinitely as soon as 
school got out for the summer. We had no destina- 
tion nor any time we needed to be back. We would 
go where people wanted to take us. 

Our first day went well. My mom agreed to take 
us to the Cheyenne exit about 30 minutes from our 
house. We got our first ride no later than 30 seconds 
after we stepped out of the car onto the highway. A 
big, white work truck slowed to a stop-about fifty 
feet ahead of us. It seemed too easy. This was the 
first of many rides taking us away from our sheltered 
Provo lives into “the outside.” We climbed into the 
cab and introduced ourselves. I was next to the 
window. The glass felt good against my forehead 
and I watched the mountians go by and felt the 
monotony falling behind us. 

James dropped us off in Park City. It wasn’t a 
very long ride, but it was a start and it lifted our 
spirits. We walked along the highway anxiously 
awaiting our next ride. After ten minutes I started to 
get discouraged. Our packs were getting heavy. It 
was hot and dust was sticking to my sweaty feet. We 
tried singing songs to pass the time and hide our 
frustration. But after dozens of cars continued to 
pass us we got discouraged and began using lan- 
guage that would be unacceptable at 
BYU. After about 20 or 30 minutes a 
mini-van pulled over to give us a ride. 

A girl rolled dowf the window on the 
passenger side. She looked about four- 
teen. A woman leaned over from the 
driver side and spoke to us. 

“My husband would kill me if he 
knew I was doing this,” she said. 

“We won’t tell if you don’t.” It was a 
stupid thing to say but it was all we could 
think of. 

“How do I know you’re not going to 
rob us or kill us or something?” She was 
smiling but wanted some kind of re- 
sponse. 

“We go to BYU. We’re both Mor- 
mons.” 

“Did you go on missions?” We were 
both thinking this was getting too 
personal but we needed a ride. 

“Yes. I went to Germany and he went 
to Belgium,” I said. 

“Then both of you wear garments?” I 
wasn’t sure on the rules about showing 
garments to people but I looked at John 
and he seemed to think it was OK, so we 
lifted up our shorts a little to show her. 
That convinced her and she told us to get 
in. “We really appreciate this,” I said, and 


I think I first discovered hitchhiking when I was 


tried to find a place to sit. I was amazed that she 
picked us up. She had a car full of kids already and 
we were sweaty and dusty. There were three girls 
and a boy. He was nine years old. I liked him 
immediately because he let me take his place on the 
back seat (he said he was just getting ready to do 
some coloring anyway). I set my pack against the 
sliding door and sat back. The kids were coloring on 
the floor and it was quiet. I again reveled in the 
feeling of just moving east. I looked out the window 
with a silly contented grin on my face. 

“Do you like The Doors?” the boy asked me after 
a few minutes. I looked at John a little surprised. He 
was only nine. 

“Yeah, I like ‘em, do you?” 

“Our whole family does.” The mother put in a 
tape with songs that reminded me of high school. 
After a few minutes I thought small-talk might be _ 
appropriate so I asked the boy if he had a favorite 
Doors’ song. 

Without looking up from his coloring book he 
said, “I guess if I had to pick a favorite it would be 


either ‘L.A. Woman’ or ‘Touch Me.”” I smiled and _ 


said those were great songs. He went back to 
coloring, mouthing the words. 

It was a pleasant ride. We rode with them for. 
over three hours. We even stopped in Evanston and 
had dinner with them at Burger King. I wish they 
could have taken us for at least another three hours. 
You get to know people in a different, intimate way 
when you’re couped up with them in a car for 
several hours. It’s almost like sleeping with them. 
Not in the figurative sense but just sleeping with 
them. You get to know their little mannerisms, how 
they breathe, how they smell, how they look at you; 
there is little room for pretention. 

We made it to Laramie, Wyoming that first febie 
The next day we saw a trucker getting into his truck 
at a rest stop only a little way off and ran to talk to 
him. He told us his company didn’t allow him to 
take any passengers but he’d take us anyway. I sat in 
the front while John climbed into the sleeping area 
behind the cab. I immediately realized why he had 
let us ride with him. He was lonely and had plenty 
he wanted to talk about. His language was awful. 
Not just vulgar, but awful: incorrect, hard to follow, 
and full of what must have been “trucker lingo.” His 
stories were void of any perceivable point. He’d just 
stop talking, look over at me and say, “Know what I 
mean?” I tried to show our appreciation by listening 
and nodding but I couldn’t do it. I finally told him 
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Untitled poem by Lara Ferguson, currently 
a student at Berry College, Mt. Berry 
Station, Georgia. 


Suddenly, I’m the smallest thing 
in the room 

please don’t say anything that 
makes sense 

You always wonder which things 
stick 

Look, I’m only telling you what ~ 
I see through a hole so small 

I can barely breathe... 

Someone knew the answer once 
maybe it was 

an accident 

a rip of some ancient 

realizing the Reason as she 

died and exploded 

so it lingered 

over giddy white deadness— 

but no scurrying, tuniced attendant 
really heard 

But who listens now? 

Is rain as much an answer 

as the strange 

face of 

God? 
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he Art of Bike Wrecks 


‘by Chris Cox 


hese days it seems that anything can be a work of art. Through advancements in technology, the 
progressively looser morals displayed in film and television, and the mere availability to the public, 
art has become commonplace. Old definitions of art no longer work. “Art” is the kitschword for 
things that would not have been considered art in the past. 

__ Last summer, a friend of mine proclaimed that I have elevated bikes wrecks into a form of art. (Exactly 
which form he meant, I am not sure. Living sculpture, perhaps?) And why not? I have a highly developed 
ack for bending bike frames and bruising body limbs. 

I began to question my motives for pursuing this rather masochistic art form. Why would anyone want to 
wreck a bike? Wouldn’t it be much easier, much safer, much more sane to paint or draw? I began my search 
t y looking at artistic motivation in a general sense. 

Artists are selfish. We create for ourselves and not necessarily for the public. Art is an experiencing/_ 
-wounding/impression-creating/healing process for the artist. The artist communicates through the medium, 
heals him/herself through the creation process. 
So what am I trying to heal through the destruction of my bike? Bike wrecks from past lives. I think I 
‘innately attempt to recreate previous experiences to somehow correct them, prevent them, or overcome them. 
_ Freud would most like likely say I wreck because I have subconscious anger towards my mother or I am 
hopelessly in love with my father. Not so. I wreck to better understand humanity. Experiencing injury helps 
‘me sympathize with paraplegics, battered women, and lefties. Before my own physical healing begins, my 
- awareness of awareness of others’ difficulties deepens as I am forced to contend with a sprained knee or 

- broken elbow. It’s self-enrichment; that’s why my art is selfish. I wreck for myself. 

__ Letus look at the wreck itself. It has as much form as any choreography. It has as much form as any 
sculpture. Granted, the wrecks may be off-balanced, but many times that is the only way one can be created. 
Its form is simple and realistic; its performance is brief and to the point. Color? Yes, if you count blood and ‘ 
bruises. 
___ My wrecks invoke public reaction. In France, my wrecks drove‘old women into hysterics. In Colorado, 
my wrecks invoked deep sympathy and inspired great acts of Christian service. In Utah, one of my wrecks 
_ caused enough anger in a passing motorist that he was moved to honk and yell at me for being in his way. 
1a wrecks have even stirred up controversy for police reports—did I hit the car, or did the car hit me, and if 
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I did hit the car, why would there be those giant scratch marks across the car’s front license plate? No one 
has ever responded to my wrecks with apathy. 

Often my wrecks have religious implications. My first mangled French bicycle is now an icon there, 
“serving as a warning to reckless missionaries. My mother interprets my wrecks to mean that everyone from 
“my ancestors to the Three Nephites look out for me, thus implying I have a great mission in life. The mere 
fact that I am still alive is sign enough for her of this. I believe that the wrecks are a sign from God that I 
‘should have a car. 

_ As an artist, my style is constantly Eietehe. I have gone through several stages of development. My 
childhood (I was a prodigy) I call the Brakeless Period in which I experimented with various ways to stop a 
te none of which included using the brakes. Then I went through several Picasso periods. I had a Rose 
Period, which consisted simply of road rash. Overlapping this period was the Blue Period, in which I learned 

i the most time-efficient methods of bruising. I then passed through a brief Cubist stage when I learned to 

_ view the world from all points of view at once, mostly those views closest to the surface of the asphalt. I am 

behind i in the art world at the moment. I have been focusing on my Minimalism Period. I hope to create as 
little physical evidence of a wreck as possible. I wish to find the essence of “wreck.” This period also has 

_ overtones of Primitivism in that I must now travel as my primitive ancestors once did—on foot. 

7 Today one can consider bike wrecks to be works of art. Although wrecking is a selfish form of expres- 

_ sion, the artist can become more sensitive to the physical difficulties of others. This art has form and color. It 

incites public reaction and controversy, and it has religious overtones. The artist grows and changes, moving 
through periods of refinement and development. These are some criteria for fine art today. I do have one 

concern, however. I am not quite sure how to market bike wrecks. Any suggestions? 
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While you've been enjoying the summer, we've 

been making the Rock Garden an even better 

place to climb and train. A new cooling system. 
~ A slew of new holds. A new stereo. 


Best of all, we're building anew cutting-edge 
bouldering area and getting rid of the gravel, 
installing crash pads and shredded Teva rubber. 

And even with all the improvements, it's still 
cheaper to climb here than to buy two bags of 
potato chips. 
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_ that John had never been in a truck like this before 
and would love to sit in the front and learn about all 
_ the knobs and stuff. John pretended to be sleeping, 
but the trucker told him to get his ass up front where 
_he could see everything. Then I crawled in the back 
_and smiled at John. I fell asleep for a couple of hours 
_ before John poked me to get up. He said we were in 
: ie (almost Nebraska) and we had to get out 
here. 
To make a longer story short, we had to come 
home two weeks later when we got stuck in Ohio. 
Toledo to be exact. We ran out of money and had 
_ been told by several police officers if we were 
_ spotted again on the toll-road we happened to be on, 
_they’d arrest us. We called our parents after staying 
a few days with some nice ladies who let us camp in 


Ee 


their back yard. We asked for a little more money. 


_ They said the only money they’d give us was a plane 


ticket home. We thought about it for a few days and 
looked at some other options (namely, getting jobs) 
then basically lost our nerve and flew home. It 
wasn’t quite as glorious a homecoming as I would 
have liked. But I think those were some of the 
greatest weeks of my life. 

Hitchhiking has been frowned on for too long. 
Think about how you’re helping the environment. 
It’s really just impromptu car pooling. I recommend 
it next time you’re looking for something to break 
the monotony. Hitch-hike to school some day. If you 
have a week or two, get enough money for a bus 


ticket home and just go where people will take you. I 


haven’t found a better way to break the monotony 
(legally—mostly) than this. Try it. 
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Free (Trade) for All: Have-ta Have-a NAFTA 


by Bret Bottger 


s battle lines are drawn in Washington, the 

North American Free Trade Agreement 

(NAFTA) hangs in the balance while awaiting 

approval from Congress. NAFTA will 
eliminate all border tariffs between Mexico, the US and 
Canada—but why should you care? 

Political gadfly Ross Perot has predictably jumped into 
the debate with both feet. His new anti- NAFTA book has 
added to an already dizzying array of statistics, studies and 
testimony that are bombarding the public and Congress. 

“New Democrat” President Bill Clinton has also 
grabbed the spotlight to talk-up free trade along with 
Republican Robert Dole. Three weeks ago, Clinton 
announced that all living former US Presidents endorse 
NAFTA. The political battle for this agreement has made 
some strange allies, including Bill Clinton and George 
Bush, as well as auto manufacturing giant Lee Iococca and 
the national association of state governors. 

Most Americans, however, seem to be turning a deaf 
ear to the free trade debate. In fact, recent surveys have 
shown that most people don’t have the faintest idea what 
NAFTA is. A recent New York Times/CBS poll indicates 
that 44 percent of the American public says they have not 
heard or read anything about NAFTA. Is it a rock and roll 
band? Soft drink? Trade agreement? Even among the 
minority who are aware, confusion is common and 
ambivalence is the rule. Why then, should students in 
Provo care about NAFTA? 

Consider local legends WordPerfect and Novell. As we 
all know, they make hi-tech products, and sell them all 
over the world—including Canada and Mexico. Under 
NAFTA, all border tariffs will be removed between the 
US, Mexico and Canada. This means that Utah companies 
will be able to sell more goods to Mexico than ever before. 


foreign competitors, who will still pay the expensive 
tariffs. These increased sales to Mexico will mean new 
jobs in Provo and in the entire United States. 

This scenario is being repeated with thousands of 
businesses, large and small, across the US. New jobs are 
being created as exports to Mexico grow. According to 
rigorous economic studies by the nonpartisan Institute for 
International Economics, there will be a net increase of at 
least 170,000 US jobs with NAFTA—this should interest 
most college students! 
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How will these jobs be created? Through increased 
exports. NAFTA will lock-in recent trade liberalization 
policies in Mexico that have increased US exports from 
$12.4 billion in 1986 to $40.6 billion in 1992, turning a 
$4.9 billion trade deficit into a $5.3 billion trade surplus, 
according to the US Department of Commerce. 

Mexico is now our second largest market for 
manufactured goods and also accounts for our single 
largest trade surplus for manufactured goods ($7.5 billion). 
Mexico’s 88 billion people represent a huge market—with 
a proven propensity to purchase US goods. The average 
Mexican spends $380 per year on US goods and services— 
almost as much as the average Japanese person ($400), 


These statistics point to one thing: current exports to 
Mexico represent just a drop in the bucket when 
considering the full potential, once Mexico’ s market 
barriers are lifted. 

Ironically, most of Mr. Perot’s criticism against 
NAFTA seems to be centered on the belief that NAFTA 
will actually encourage US companies to make a quick 
exit to Mexico—taking their manufacturing jobs with 
them. The simple fact is, they are free to do so now, 
and actually have an incentive to do so under current 
policies. 

With NAFTA, unfair trade barriers and tariffs will 
be erased, opening Mexican markets to lower priced US 
goods, and—most importantly—getting rid of this 
immoral incentive for US manufacturers to move south 
of the border. In other words, NAFTA will level the 

» playing field—and that’s what US trade policy should 


‘ be all about. 


NAFTA is also the first environmentally “green” 
trade treaty. It sets up an international commission to 


-. clean-up and protect the environments of the US, 


Canada, Mexico, and the border areas in-between. 

Who then, will benefit from NAFTA? Utah does, as 
well as the college students here who will be looking 
for jobs soon. 

Companies like WordPerfect and Novell will 
continue to grow and prosper, putting people to work 
here in Provo. NAFTA gives us the chance to do 
something positive to expand our exports and create 
jobs. Together, the US, Mexico and Canada will 
become the largest, most powerful trading block in the 
world, with all partners reaping the benefits. 

On this issue, Mr. Perot is wrong—it’s just that 
simple. 


They will also be able to sell them cheaper than their 


who earns 10 times as much. 


Parables and Tales 


When my friend announced her plan to have a baby, all she said was “I 
want to have a baby.” No fanfare, just a simple statement, as if it were the 
most natural thing in the world. She felt no need to explain herself, 
main 3 which thrilled me. 

Wig that? I mean, after living in this valley for five years, I should 
be used Guples having kids, right? 

True—but I always figured that pregnancy in my friend’s case would 
have to be accompanied by a statement of some sort. She and her husband 
have long been participants in that odd doctrinal war over the ‘proper’ role 
of women in the Church. For them to begin their family in these political 


days seems to require some sort of justification, if only to avoid being used 


by one side or another. 

Maybe I’m just paranoid—maybe family- -building in this state isn’t a 
political act. But I’m doubtful. This past General Conference I heard a lot 
that was wise, and much that I believe. But I also heard some parables and 
tales that, while not doctrine, certainly took on its appearance, meaning 


something that my friend and I and everybody else will be measured against. 


Meaning politics. 

Elder Oaks, for instance, talked about the need for mothers to stay home 
with their children, and for families to have children (plural). Certainly 
that’s how things went in my family. But is “fruitfully multiplying,” several 
times, really the ultimate state of affairs for women? Perhaps...if you accept 
the idea that there are spirit children waiting for us to provide mortal 
tabernacles for them, and that to fail to bring children into the world is a sin. 
But does that really even make sense? 

For one thing, the “mortal tabernacles” theory means that if everyone in 
the world stopped having children, the Plan of Salvation would end. No 
more bodies. But do we have that kind of power over God’s plans? Is the 
mortal life and resurrection of millions of God’s children really up to us? 
Probably not. Furthermore, doesn’t the “providing bodies” argument imply 
it would be good to sterilize anyone who couldn’t provide our spirit brothers 
and sisters with good homes? I mean, when it comes to saving souls, if the 
family is as crucial to children growing up faithful as we’ ve been told, why 
take chances? Oh, and if childbearing is primarily about housing our spirit 
siblings, why this stuff about childless women having children in the next 
life? By then, isn’t the mortal probation over? 

My arguments may be silly; I certainly am in no better position to speak 
on this subject than anyone else. And certainly, much of what we hold as the 
Word of God indicates a preferred state of affairs. But to take that, and the 
vague teachings we have on the preexistence, and conclude that motherhood 
is bound to womanhood is, I think, absolutely wrong, Elder Packer can talk 
all he wants about how women and men hold “different keys”: the fact is 

ve all often trade keys, for any number of reasons. Sometimes we need 
». (In a talk given at the 1986 BYU Women’s Conference, Elder Oaks said 

is mother, when widowed, prayed for the ability to raise her children 

despite not having a husband. “Her prayers were answered,” Elder Oaks 
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said.) I doubt very much that the “blessings” childless women in the Church 
are always being promised can be summed up as “having kids.” It may 
include that—but that’s not everything. 

Consider the view of Kathryn H. Kidd, expressed i in her 1991 book, The 
Alphabet Year. Therein, Kate, who has several children and a guilt 
complex, joins with two friends, one of whom has a “perfect family,” to run 
a day-care operation. At the end of the book, Kate confronts the “perfect 
mother,” whom she calls Fangs, over her mistreatment of a child, only to 
hear this response: 

“I wish I’d never had children,” Fangs said miserably. 

“Then why’d you do it?” Kate asked. 

“Why does anyone do it? With some people it’s their marriage, or to 
make a family like the one they grew up in. I did it for the Church. I 
couldn’t imagine being a Mormon and not having children. In this culture, 
if you can have babies, you do. I was afraid there wouldn’t be any pen for 
me in the Church if I didn’t have a child.” 

“Nonsense,” Kate said. “There’s a place for all of us.” 

“I know that now. In my own case, I was born to be a Relief Society 
president. I don’t miss a birth or a death or a menstrual period of any 
person in the ward...1 can see me serving as Stake Relief Society president 
until I’m 60. But I can’t see myself going to my grandchildren’s piano 
recitals, or their baseball games. It’s not that those things aren’t important; 
on the contrary, they’re probably more important than being a good Relief 
Society president. It’s just that being a mother or a grandmother isn’t what 
I was put here to do.” (Kidd, 222) 

Is that an accurate description of some facets of womanhood? Maybe. 
But then I think of the woman who made the papers in Washington D.C. 
this past summer, the one who tried twice to sell her children for money. I 
think of my mother: she has nine children and wishes she could have more; 
nothing is more important to her. And I think about another woman I know, 
a wonderful mother of four children, who tried to live for her children, as 
my mother does, and suffered a mental breakdown as a result. Now she 
works, and spends time on her own projects. That would be unacceptable to 
my mother, but it is the best thing for her and her kids. Different strokes for 
different folks. Teach correct principles (love your spouse, love your 
children, serve others) and let us govern ourselves. 

Church leaders don’t need to worry about this remaining a family 
church: children are generally loved for the joy and divinity and wonder 
they bring, and that won’t change. Employing parables and tales to prop up 
one particular way of doing things too often sends unfortunate messages, 
and is inconsistent with the teachings of the Church anyway. Elder Oaks 
himself said the decision on how many children a couple should have, and 
when, should be left up to them, and others should not judge them. That’s 
right. My friend needn’t justify her decisions—including not just when and 
how many, but also if and how—to anyone, except herself, her husband, and 


God. This isn’t a parable, after all. R ll Arben Fox 


Is This Your Land 
Or Mine Land? 


by Jon Eliason 


fter 121 years, the 1872 Mining Law is up 
for reform and a subject of hot debate 
here in the West. 

A bill currently before Congress can 
help us enjoy our public lands and protect them from 
further destruction caused by mining. This bill, HR 
322, will give federal land managers the right to 
deny or modify mining proposals. The bill also sets 
environmental regulations for mining and for 
cleanup when the mines are abandoned. It also calls 
for an end to trading away our lands for pennies. An 
8% royalty would be paid to the government for the 
lease of the land for hardrock mining, still lower 
than the 12.5% royalties paid for oil and natural gas 
mining. The bill also provides for strict enforcement 
and stiff penalties for violations of these new 
regulations. 

After 121 years, these are steps in the right 
direction. The Mining Law of 1872 is extremely 
outdated. Present conditions permit a prospector to 
stake a claim on public lands as long as there is 


in the upkeep of the mine each year. One hundred 
dollars may have been a lot of money in 1872, but 
today it hardly represents the true value of our public 
lands. 

To convert a claim to private property, or patent 
it, the miner need only invest $500 in the mine. After 


_ this, he can do whatever he wants with the land. One 


prospector in Colorado sold his patented land in the 
middle of a national forest to a developer who is 
currently building vacation homes on the property. 
Patenting is commonly practiced by foreign and 
domestic companies such as Kennecott. They buy 
our lands for almost nothing, strip it.of minerals and 
natural beauty, and often leave with no attempts at 
cleanup or restoration. Modern mining is a dirty 
business. The days of the pickaxe are over. Now 
toxic chemicals like cyanide are used to leach the 
desired mineral out of the rocks. These chemicals 
enter streams and destroy life. Utah officials 
estimate that around $175 million is needed to clean 
up abandoned mines in this state. With the current 
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evidence of a substantial deposit of hardrock 
minerals. According to the 1872 law, hardrock 
minerals include silver, gold, copper, iron, etc., but 
does not include coal, oil, or natural gas. Under this 

~ archaic law, federal land managers rarely impose 
restrictions on mining even when natural beauty, 
wildlife, or other resources are seriously threatened. 
Mining is given first priority over any other use of 
public lands. 

After giving evidence that there is a possible 
hardrock deposit, a miner must pay the government 
between $2.50 and $5.00 an acre, depending on the 
type of claim. This is the only payment the 

_ government receives for our lands. To keep this 
claim the prospector must show a $100 investment 


law, taxpayers will pay for it. 

Hardrock miners exert great influence on 
legislators from western states. Rep. Bill Orton has 
already given his support to a bill that offers 
virtually no change to the 1872 law. Rep. Karen 
Shepherd of Salt Lake City has said she wants to 
hear the voice of the people. You can write to her 
and tell her that you are concerned about Utah’s 
environment and would like her to support HR 322 
and oppose any amendments to the bill that would 
weaken it. Her address is: 


The Trading Post 


resale store | 


36 West Center * Downtown Provo 
For information call 377-POST 


Sell them! 


Rep. Karen Shepherd 
414 Cannon House Office Bldg 
Washington, D.C. 20515 
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Heresy | 


limited to the extent that it “contradicts or opposes, rather than analyzes or discusses, fundamental Church 
doctrine or policy” (Statement on Academic Freedom at Brigham Young University). It can be supposed that the 
reason for this restriction is that the Church wishes to preserve the faith of its members. In the words of Galileo, 
heretical, or unsanctioned thought can be “‘a very dangerous thing, not only by irritating all the theologians and 
scholastic philosophers, but also by injuring our holy faith and making the sacred Scripture false” (Drake, 163, 
italics added). Yet the fear that academic freedom will shake testimonies is unnecessary. Reason cannot destroy 
spiritually gained knowledge. Faith (or spiritual knowledge) is non-rational. It springs from the encounter with 
God or the “wholly other.” It is an experience which can neither be proven nor disproven through rational 
means. Yet, our understanding of it can be enhanced when it is coupled with pure reason. Pure faith may lead 
one to reason. Similarly, the study of pure reason may lead one to faith. The scriptures of the LDS faith support 
this philosophy of combined faith and reason. In the Doctrine and Covenants it says: 

“And as all have not faith, seek ye diligently and teach one another words of wisdom; yea, seek 

ye out of the best books. words of wisdom; seek learning, even by study and also by faith” 

(Section 88: 109-122, italics added), 

It is not the intenuon of true scholars and scientists to debunk the Church. It is only their intention to search 
for truths, not through one channel (faith), but through two, and in that way come to a better understanding of 
the world. Scholars at BYU wish to “seek learning” through the avenues of both faith and reason. None seek for 
greater academic freedom as a means to “injuring the holy faith.” And “[n]o one asks that in case of doubt the 
teachings of the Fathers be abandoned, but only that the attempt be made to gain certainty in the matter 
questioned.” (Galileo, quoted in Drake, 169). 
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So Whatever Happened to 


Kim Simpson and Brian Paris? 


(Or the Rise and Fall of Provo’s Acoustic Scene) 


by Dave Seiter 


n the fall of 91, a previously 

I non-existent acoustic scene 
exploded onto Provo’s night 

life. Provo singers and 
songwriters had been staying 
behind the curtain, playing the 
bars in Salt Lake and Park City, 
with maybe an occasional local 
gig. The musicians were avail- 
able, the venue wasn’t. Brian 
Paris gave them that venue, 
injecting life into Provo’s 
stagnating musical climate. 

Brian came to Provo after 
managing a teen nightclub in 
Ventura, California for three and 
a half years. In September of 91, 
Brian opened the Living Room on 
Center Street in Provo (at the 
location currently occupied by 
The Pod). The Living Room was 
a nighttime cafe/espresso bar with 
an appealing art deco atmosphere. 
Bnian invited local musicians to 
play in the new club and soon, 
different artists were featured 
nightly. Finally, there was a place 
for BYU students to hang-out, get 
a decent bite to eat, hear good live 
music, and hold a conversation all 
at the same time. 

Musicians such as Johnny 


at 


Rowan, Lloyd Wilburt, Laura 
Watson, Me & Jake, and Kim 
Simpson, were leading the 
vanguard of Provo’s burgeoning 
acoustic scene. Certainly the 
stand-out among them>»was Kim 
Simpson. Kim played a unique 
and powerful folk/rock fusion that 
gained a loyal following 
both in Provo and Salt 
Lake. 

The Living Room 
was the hip place to be 
all through fall and 
winter semesters of that 
year. Business began to 
slow, however, during 
the summer and never 
fully revived, even when 
fall semester began again 
in ‘92. During this time, 
Brian began to consider a 
career in promoting. 
After working with 
musicians at two clubs, 
Brian decided that. 
promoting was what he 
wanted to do. In Novem- 
ber, Brian began his plans as a 
promoter. In December, the 
business was far from self- 
sustaining and Brian’s heart was 
in promoting. He wasn’t inter- 
ested in reviving the Living 


doors. 


Room, and the locus of Provo’s 
unique acoustic scene closed its 


On January 15th, 1993 (taking - 
only a month to set up shop), Skip 
Siebers and Johnny Rowan 
opened Mama’s Cafe to fill the 
gap left by the Living Room. 


Located on the southeast edge of 
BYU campus, Mama’s has been 
in a much better position to cater 
to the students and soon became 
the hang-out for BYU students. 
Unlike the Living Room, Mama’s 


is open all day in addition to its 
late night service, providing great 
sandwiches, bagels, soup, 
muffins, and even frozen yogurt. 
During the evening Mama’s hosts 
local acoustic musicians as well 
as an occasional band. In many 
ways, Mama’s has outdone the 
Living Room. Unfortu- 


to match the atmo- 
sphere and ambiance 
unique to the Living 
Room. 

In April, Provo lost 
another important 
figure in its acoustic 
scene—Kim Simpson. 
Kim graduated from 
BYU with a degree in 
English and moved to 
{| Austin, Texas to further 
his career as a perform- 
ing musician. 

So now its October, 
1993, and a lot of us 
;| have been asking, 
“Whatever happened to 
Kim Simpson and Brian Paris, 
those key figures in Provo’s night 
life?” That question was partially 
answered on September 28th 
when Kim opened for world- 


: nately, Mama’s has yet 


renown guitar virtuoso, Michael  _ 


Hedges, and Brian promoted the 
show. : 

Brian went home to Santa 
Cruz, got a partner (a lawyer 
friend of the family’s) and began 
raising money and establishing 
the necessary connections to 
break into the promoting business. 
According the Brian, the 
promoting business is tough to get 
into. Most artists’ management 
require that someone in-the-know 
recommend or refer a promoter. 
Soliciting business as a rookie 
promoter is generally ineffective. 
It’s a catch-22 much like the job 
market—you can’t get a job 
without experience and you can’t 
get experience without a job. So 
Brian hooked up with a veteran 
promoter in Nashville whom he 
had heard about. After several 
phone calls and flying him out to 
California for further schmoozing, 
Brian and partner were set to 
begin. 

Brian started with the Michael 
Hedges show at Kingsbury Hall at 
the University of Utah (almost a 
full year since he began his plans _. 
as a promoter). Brian chose 
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A Label For Our Time 


by Mathias Polder 


hen one thinks of art, Picasso or 
Van Gogh come to mind. 
When one thinks of great 


music, Mozart or Bach may come to mind. 
However, when one thinks of record 
companies, 4AD might not be one that you 
are familiar with. Although well recognized 
as an independent label, it will, as Mozart, 
gain true recognition after its time. 

4AD is an independent label that had its 
start in 1980 in London’s Earl Court at 
Beggars Banquet, a record store at the 
forefront of the burgeoning punk scene in 
England. Beggars Banquet had started its 
own label in 1977 and subsequently lended 
$3,500 to employees Ivo Watts-Russell and 
Peter Kent; with this money they started 
their own label, originally called Axis 
Records. When the co-founders discovered 
another company had legal rights to that 
name they chose 4AD. Watts-Russell says 
4AD was a play on words meant to capture 


the punk aesthetic of the moment: it 
suggested 4AD was a label “for a day.” 

One of 4AD’s four debut singles was 
Bauhaus’ “Dark Entries.” Bauhaus (who 
afterwards signed to Beggars Banquet) 
enabled the record company to establish a 
financial basis. It was around this time that 
the label began to see a distinct identity 
emerging, prompting them to concentrate 
on a select roster rather than maintain a 
high turnover of different releases. 

4AD has launched a number of UK 
artists that went on to create images of their 
own, such as The The’s Matt Johnson, 
Modern English, Lush, Cocteau Twins, 
Dead Can Dance, and The Wolfgang Press. 

Originally, Watts-Russell_avoided 
American acts, until discovering Throwing 
Muses. Kristin Hersh, lead singer and 
guitarist, tells the story: ““We’d had a lot of 
offers from majors and independents, but 
the majors were too obnoxious and the 


(elloset Edavorites 


“Sometimes, when the weather’s right, I like to dig out my Platinum Blonde Alien 
Shores album. The most exciting part of re-experiencing Platinum Blonde is the album 
cover itself, which is reminiscient of the early ’80’s, when new wave bands wore make- 
up. Sometimes I want to pull out some make-up, shade myself with it, and sing along to 
the melodious tunes of Platinum Blonde. They really do have cool, harmonious vocals, 
but the synthesized sound doesn’t quite match, so it sounds kind of unnatural. I’ tell 
you though, it’s worth the embarrassment to pull out your Platinum Blonde album when 
all your roomates are home.” 

— Jim Bell, from Portland, OR, majoring in Spanish and International Business 


If you have a Closet Favorite, send it to: Dave Seiter, The Famous Noise Editor, P.O. 
Box 1971, Provo, Utah 84603-1971. Include what you like, why you can’t admit it, 
your name, hometown, and major. 
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independents too poor to give us a good deal. 
Then this guy, Ivo, rang us from England, 
and said, ‘Well, it’s a good demo, but I don’t 
sign bands from America.’ So we said, ‘Fine. 
Bye.’ I’d never heard of 4AD. Then he rang 
back a fortnight later and said, ‘It’s still a 
good demo but I still don’t sign American 
bands.’ So we said, ‘Fine. Bye.’ Like, who is 
this guy? Then finally, a week later he calls 
us and says, ‘Okay, okay, I’ll sign you. But 
for one record only.’ Which was perfect for 
us. We had no idea why he liked us at all!” 
Throwing Muses currently has four albums 
on 4AD. 

- 4AD went on to sign the Pixies (who later 
dissolved into Frank Black and The 
Breeders), Belly, Ultra Vivid Scene, Unrest, 
and His Name Is Alive, among others. 

Originally 4AD albums were only 
available as imports and thus were hard to 
find—the heinous local mall record store not 
stocking them. (Fond memories are held by 
this author of traveling to the heart of 
Hollywood in search of elusive Cocteau 
Twins CDs.) As the label and bands grew 
some albums started to appear domestically, 
especially in the late 80’s, and in 1992 4AD 
reached a distribution agreement with 
Warner Brothers Records. Certain artists are 
still licensed to other labels for promotion 
and distribution, such as Belly, who is on 
Sire/Reprise. Warner Bros. provides 
promotion and distribution for the. groups 
that aren’t carried by any other labels, while 
still allowing the independent-label feeling 
from the U.S. office of 4AD as they provide 
liaison for the bands. 

One major advantage of this new deal is 
the re-release of older titles domestically, 
notably This Mortal Coil, a three part project ° 


conceived and produced by Watts-Russell. 
The project combines the talents of many of 
the 4AD bands doing covers of artists such : 
as Tim Buckley, Big Star, and Gene Clark, 
as well as doing original material. A boxed 
set was released earlier this year containing 
the three CDs done by This Mortal Coil as 
well as a fourth CD containing many of the 
original versions of the material covered. 
There are also plans to release the three 
reissued albums on an individual basis this 
fall. 

A trademark aspect of 4AD is the 
ethereal art which comes with each CD. All 
artwork is done by Vaughan Oliver’s art 
company, 23 Envelope (v23 for short). - 
Colorful, aural landscapes excite the eye 
and tempt the ear for what might be inside. 
v23’s design forthe Pixie’s album 
“Bossanova” was nominated for a Grammy - 
in 1990, and the work of Oliver has been 
shown in prominent exhibitions throughout 
the world. 

The UK office of 4AD has started a new 
label entitled Guernica for the express 
purpose of releasing new developing artists 
with contracts for one album at atime. — 
Despite only having three releases to their 
name, two of them, Underground Lovers 
and Unrest, ended up on last year’s critics’ 
list. 

4AD is a label to be watched, or if 
you’re still unfamiliar, experimented with. 
The bands represented by this label are not 
average bands writing songs merely to 
make money. To these groups, music is an 
artistic expression of what they stand for. 
The very name 4AD on aCD insures that 
what is contained inside is not to be met 
with disappointment. 


Another “Jewel” From England 


by Michael Ridd 


ranes’ brooding gothic rock won 
( them a large following in their 
native England. Now they’ ve gained well- 
deserved recognition in the United States with the 
single “Jewel.” 

Cranes’ sound is an exciting blend of spartan 
rhythms, abrasive guitar and melodic keyboards. Yet 
the band’s most distinctive element is Alison Shaw’s 
childlike voice, alternately vulnerable and menacing. 

_ She co-writes all of the songs with her brother Jim. 
Cranes also includes guitarists Matt Cope and Mark 
Francombe. 

~ Cranes debuted in 1986 in Portsmouth, England. 
In 1989 they released the EP Self Non Self. A bleak 
and unfriendly record, it builds upon precise, almost _ 
mechanical, rhythms and howling guitar noise. It 
reflects the destitute condition the band was in and the 
turbulent childhood of the Shaws, who grew up — 

_ separately after their parents divorced. Self Non Self 

contains a few great tracks such as “Focus Breathe” 

and “One From The Slums.” However, other tracks 
such as “Beach Mover’ are overly miserable and self- 
indulgent. 

“Adoration,” Cranes’ third single for the 
independent label Dedicated, caught the attention of 
music fans in Britain. It features an elegiac melody 
and Alison’s most emotional vocals. Many critics 
compared the song favorably with Joy Division, and 
music magazine Melody Maker listed it among the 
best twenty singles of 1991. 

“Adoration” appears on Wings of Joy, Cranes’ first 
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terparts a few lessons 


full-length album, which appeared in September of 
1991. Wings of Joy showcases the Shaws’ strong 
songwriting. Several songs are as harsh as those on 
Self Non Self, but others like ‘““Watersong” and the 
mournful single “Tomorrow’s Tears” are delicate 
and pretty. Alison’s breathy vocal style makes the 
lyrics virtually indecipherable, yet the emotional 
power of the songs is unmistakable. 

The album impressed The Cure’s Robert Smith, 
who invited Cranes to be the opening act on his 
band’s massive American tour. That tour brought 
Cranes some valuable exposure in America, but 
their dark, claustrophobic music lost some of its 
force in the stadium setting. 

The new Cranes album Forever shows the 
group continuing to mature. The arrangements are 
more sophisticated, and Alison sings the lyrics 
clearly. Cranes add a string section on the lovely 
“Golden” and get noisy on “Clear.” The band’s 
new singles feature three tracks from Forever 
remixed by some of the band’s favorite artists: Jim 
Thirwell of Foetus, 4AD boss Ivo Watts-Russell 
and The Cure’s Robert Smith. Smith contributes 
the remix of “Jewel” which is currently receiving a 
lot of local airplay. 

Cranes are unwilling to simply follow trends. 
They belong to no one particular movement or 
scene. Their music comes from the heart, 
something of a rarity in today’s increasingly 
commercialized “alternative” music world. While 
Cranes may not last forever as their album title 
suggests, their music will endure. 


“It’s a poor bowl of chili when love 
lets you down.” 
—Neil Young, American Stars ’n Bars, 
“Saddle Up the Palomino” 


Hedges for his first show since he had become a fan after Kim had turned him on to Hedges. At $16,000, 
_ Brian claims it was an inexpensive show to promote. Hedges himself thanked the promoter on stage at the 
end of his show for “doing a perfect job.”” And Hedges’ management expressed a desire to work with Brian 
again at other locations. Brian’s freshman effort as a promoter was a success. 

Despite the high level of stress involved, Brian is enjoying being a promoter. Brian’s plans for the 


foreseeable future include four more shows in Utah: Adam Sandler (Saturday Night Live’s “Cajun man’’) on 
November 3rd at Kingsbury Hall, Big Head Todd at Kingsbury in early-mid December, and a low budget 

show with Eek-a-Mouse in December as well. Brian is also interested in bringing bands through Provo. He 
has been trying to find a suitable venue in Provo and (like many of us still here) feels that Provo, 


should have a place for bands to play.” 


Kim also experienced a hearty “welcome home” from local fans as he took the stage to open for Hedges. 
_ And he is rapidly gaining such a following in Austin. Kim has played extensively in.clubs and folk festivals 

in Texas since his arrival only a few months ago and is already being recognized there. In typical Kim 
Simpson fashion, he modestly, even reluctantly, tells of an encounter with Alvin Crow, a big name in the 
business. Crow introduced himself and told Kim he really liked his stuff. Judging from the new material he 
played at the Hedges show and a later performance at Mama’s, Kim has continued to write and grow as a 
musician. If things continue the way they have been, Kim will enjoy increasing success as a performer. 
Don’t be surprised if he becomes a nationally recognized artist. 

Though neither are originally from Provo, Kim and Brian have made significant contributions to the 
quality of life here. And as both have moved on to bigger and better things, it’s been inspiring to see their 
success. It’s always great to see some of our hometown folks doing so well in the “real” world. 
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Call for Appointment 


University Mall American Fork Spanish Fork Down town Provo 


375-7928 


225-9621 756-8249 798-7051 


NO MOUNT EVEREST POSERS. 
NO 72 HOURS CLUIEER:. 


MOUNTAINWORKS 


REAL CLIMBING 


GEAR FOR CLIMBERS. 


vy 


95 S. 300 W. 
PROVO 
371-0223 


HOURS 
10AM-7PM 
MON-SAT 


PROVO'S ONLY MOUNTAIN SHOP 


“All in all, nothing human is worth taking 
seriously; nevertheless...” 
-Plato 


The Constitutionally 
guaranteed right of free 
expression is more fully 
enjoyed coupled with a 
cappuccino or a piece of 
cheesecake. A truly 
unique selection of books 
gives meaning to the word 
diversity. Participate in 
Utah County’s festival of 
‘multiplicity. 


CAFE*BOOKSTORE * 


Hours: 
Monday-Thursday 10 am-8 pm 
Friday-Saturday 10 am-10 pm 


1605 S. State St. © Orem, Utah © 221-9910 


| Haircuts 
(Full Service $go0o 
Salon) 


Expires: 11/28/93 | 


seeor 


| Expires: 41/ 28/9: 


If you would like something in the 
calendar please call Jennifer at 375- 
0585. The deadline for submitting 
calendar items is the Friday before the 
Wednesday you would like it to 
appear. 


THEATRE & FILM 


International Cinema, Oct 19-23: 
Holocaust Trilogy (Ger/Fr/Eng), Rocco 
and His Brothers (Ital); Resurgence of 
Klu Klux Klan (Eng), Blood in the Face 
(Eng), Nosferatu (Ger), Spirit of the 
Beehive (Span); 250 SWKT, call 378- 
5751 for showtimes. 

Varsity Theatres, Oct 20-21: 
Sommersby; Oct 22, 11:30 pm: Dirty 
Rotten Scoundrels; Oct 22-23, 25: 
Untamed Heart; Oct 23, 25-28: Last of 
the Mohicans; call 378-3311 for 
showtimes. 

Rags, Oct 20-22 & 25-30, 7:30 pm 
(25th: 4 pm), Pardoe Theatre, tickets 
378-7447. 

The Slippery End, till Oct 23, 7:30 pm 
THFS, The Keep Theatre, 100 N 105 
E, Provo, original script by Eric 
Robertson, call 373-1270 for more 
info. 

The Woolgatherer, till Oct 23, 7:30 
pm THFS, D.B. Cooper’s Backroom, 
532-2948. 

Beast Must Eat, Oct 29-30 
(overnight), Halloween Murder Mystery 
Dinner Theatre, Snowbird, 521-6040 
ext 4080 for info. 

The Hunchback of Notre Dame, Oct 
27-Nov 13, 7:30 pm M-TH & 8 pm FS, 
Pioneer Theatre, call 581-6961. 

Case of the Missing Heir, Oct 30, 
mystery & food, call 378-5275 for more 
info. 

Wait Until Dark, till Nov 13, Egyptian 
Theatre, Park City, 649-9371. 


Charlie and the Chocolate Factory; 


till Nov 13, Saturdays at noon, Pages 
Lane Theatre, 292 E Pages Lane, 
Centerville, 298-1302. 

The Hasty Heart, till Nov 20, 8 pm 
MTHFS, Hale Center Theater, Orem, 
$4, $5, & $6, call 226-8600. 

1993-4 Pardoe Theatre Series, call 
378-7447-for info and tickets, Shows 


are 20-30 Oct: Rags; 11-27 Nov: Alice 
in Wonderland; 10-26 Feb: Merry 
Wives of Windsor; 24 Mar-Apr 1: Of 
Mice & Men; 26 May-June 4: Scapin; 
21 July-Aug 6: Philadelphia, Here | 
Come. 


CLUB GUIDE (shows 
change nightly) 


Bar & Grill, rock & alternative, 60 E 
800 S (SLC), 533-0340. 

Bourbon Street Bar & Grill, comedy, 
R & B, 241 S 500 E (SLC), 359-5905. 
Cinema Bar at Spanky’s, rock & 
alternative, 45 W Broadway (SLC), 
359-1200. 

D.B. Cooper’s, jazz & acoustic, 19 E 
200 S (SLC), 532-2948. 

Dead Goat Saloon, rock & alternative, 
165 S West Temple (SLC), 328-GOAT. 
DV8, modern music & live bands, 115 
S West Temple (SLC), 539-8400. 
Gepetto’s (Univ), jazz & acoustic, 230 
S 1300 E (SLC), 583-1013. 
Godfather’s Pizza, local bands, 333 E 
1300 S (Orem), 226-2040. 

Green Parrot, rock & alternative, 155 
W 200 S (SLC), 363-3201. 

Green Street, rock & Sat. jazz, 610 
Trolley Square (SLC), 532-4200. 
Johnny B’s Comedy Club, 300 S 117 
W (Provo), 377-6910. 

Mama’s Cafe, local everything, 840 N 
700 E (Provo), 373-1525. 

Pier 54, jazz, blues, & other, 117 N 
University Ave (Provo), 377-5454. 
Tropicana Club, live Latin American 
music, 1130 E 2100 S (SLC), 486- 
9559. 

Zephyr Club, rock & alternative, 301 S 
West Temple (SLC), 355-CLUB. 


CONCERTS & LIVE 
MUSIC. 


King Size, Oct 20, Mama’s Cafe, 373- 
1525. " ne 

Cindy Child, Oct 20, 7:30 pm, Madsen 
Recital Hall{HFAC), clarinet, FREE. 
Larry Lowe, Oct 21, 7:30 pm, Madsen 
Recital Hall (HFAC), French horn, 
FREE. 


Lila Stuart, Oct 21, 7:30 pm, 321 
Maeser Bldg, faculty vocal concert, 
FREE. 

Mike Haire, Oct 21, Mama’s Cafe, 
blues, 373-1525. 

Cypress hall House of Pain, Oct 22, 
Utah State Fairpark, tickets at Sonic 
Garden, 37-SONIC. 

George Shoemaker, Oct 22, 
Mama's Cafe, folk acoustic, 373-1525. 
Utah Symphony, Oct 22-23, 8 pm, 
Abravanel Hall, $11 & $32 at Utah 
Symphony Box Office or Smith's Tix, 
for info call 533-NOTE. 

Dayna Kurtz, Oct 23, 8 pm, Cafe ‘ 
Haven, $3, acoustic guitarist from 
Massachusetts, 221-9910. 

Wood Funk, Sope, & Stadium Jug, 
Oct 23, 8 pm, The Pod, 125 W Center, 
Provo, $3. 

Johnny Rowan & Lindi Wiggins, Oct 
23, Mama's Cafe, acoustic guitar, 
373-1525. % 

Opera Arias & Broadway Hits, Oct 
25, 7 pm, Provo Tabernacle, show by 
Provo Community Music, 379-6646 for 
info, FREE. 

Jesse Thurgood, Oct 25, Mama's 
Cafe, 373-1525, 

Dan Bachelder, Oct 26, 7:30 pm, 
Madsen Recital Hall (HFAC), 
trombone, FREE. 

Girls Against Boys, Brainiac, & 
Iceburn, Oct 26, DV8, $6 all-age 
show. 

Joe Dreier, Oct 26, Mama’s Cafe, 
blues, 373-1525. 

Open Mike, Oct 27, Mama’s Cafe, 
373-1525. 

Widespread Panic with My Sister 
Jane, Oct 27, 7:30 pm, Saltair, call 
Smith’s Tix, 800-888-TIXX. 

Tears For Fears with Jellyfish, Oct 
28, 7:30 pm, Saltair, call Smith’s Tix, 
800-888-TIXX. 

Steve Call, Oct 28, 7:30 pm, Madsen 
Recital Hall (HFAC), tuba, FREE. 
Tubafest, Oct 29-30, 7:30 pm, 
Madsen Recital Hall (HFAC), student 
& professionals from throughout the 
state, FREE. 

Howard Jones, Oct 30, 7:30 pm, 
Saltair, call Smith’s Tix, 800-888- 
TIXX. 


EW! 


ITEM 


PEGAS 


1 Cc 


ON CASSETTE 


on any recording of your choice! ie aes ¥ ie 
rite in sale below 


US 


D E-.-O 


OUR OWN SALE COUPON 


Bring in this coupon and receive a discount of 


$2.00 OFF! 08 $3.00 OFF! 


ON COMPACT DISC 


get items or with any other offer!) 


DISCOUNT 


WHERE THE HITS ARE 
ALWAYS ON SALE! 


Depeche Mode with The The, Nov 4, 
Delta Center, call Smith’s Tix, 800- 
888-TIXX or the Delta Center. 
Skavoovee, Special Beat, The 
Selecter, The Toasters, Skatalites, 
Insatiable, Nov 6, Spanish Fork 
Fairgrounds, $15, tickets at Sonic 
Garden, 37-SONIC. 

Peter, Paul, & Mary, Nov 18, 
Abravanel Hall, tickets at ArtTix. 


EVENTS, ETC. 


EcoResponse, Oct 20, 7 pm, 122 
HRCB (Law Bldg), “Uinta Natl. Forest: 
Political & Pragmatic Results of 
Environmental Change” by Dave 
Stripland. 

A Balanced Approach to the 
Environment, Oct 21, 11 am, 446 
MARB (BYU), Honored Alumni Paul 
Genho speaking. 

The Youth Activity is on Taiwan, Oct 
21, 11 am, 251 Tanner (BYU), 
president of China Youth Corps in 
Taiwan, Jeanne Tchong Koei Li, 
speaking. 

Haunted Castle, Oct 22-30, 7:30-10 
pm M-TH & 7:30-11 pm FS, Utah 
State Mental Hospital, $5. 

Benefit for All Women’s Eve, Oct 22, 
7:30 pm, Cafe Haven, music/poetry, 
$2, call Stan, 221-9910. 

Centennial Homecoming Banquet, 
Oct 22, 5:30 pm, WILK Ballroom, $15 
at the Alumni House. 

Unveiling the Mysteries of Jupiter, 
Oct 22, 7:30 & 9:30, Summerhays 
Planetarium (492 ESC), $1. 
Homecoming Spectacular, Oct 22- 
23, 7:30 pm, Marriott Center, BYU 
Men’s Chorus, Young Ambassadors, 
International Folk Dancers & the Band 
of the Century will perform, $8 & $7 
($1 discount for BYU students), for 
tickets, 378-2981. : ; 
Homecoming Parade, Oct 23, 8:30 
am, starts at Marriott Center, goes 
east to 900 E, down 820 N, 800'N, and 
up 150 E, ending at Haws Field (SFH). 
BYU vs. Fresno State, Oct 23, 1:30 
pm, Cougar Stadium (homecoming 
game). ; 


Exp. 10-31-93 


Firewalk: Power in Motion, Oct 23, 
6-9 pm, call to register, 375-3636. 
Homecoming Fireside, Oct 24, 7 pm,. 
Marriott Center, Kresimir Cosic, 
assistant deputy ambassador for 
Croatia, former BYU basketball great, 
Olympic gold medalist. 

Snowbird’s Oktoberfest, every 
weekend until Oct 24, 12-6 pm, - 
Snowbird Event Center, FREE, call - 


» 521-6040 ext 4080 for more info. 


Haunted Tent, through Oct, 7-10 pm _- 
M-TH & 7-11 pm FS, South Towne 
Center, $5 (American Heart Assoc.), 
322-5601. 

BYU Comprehensive Clinic Support 
Groups, till Nov 24, Wednesdays, 7 
pm, premarital counseling, effective 
communication, & step-families, call 
378-7759 for more info/registration. 
America’s Living Folk Traditions, 
folk art on exhibit, U of U Art Museum, 
call 750-1412 for times. 

International Etruscan Art Exhibit, 
Oct 18-Apr 30, BYU Art Museum, 
tickets ($5 for students) go on sale 
Sept 13 for specific days/times, call 
378-BYU1. 


EDITOR’S PICK 


As Halloween approaches, | can’t help 


_ but let myself be bitten by that oh-so- 


illusive holiday bug. So in the spirits of 
things (pun entirely intended—what 

can | say, | was a linguistics major), I’d 
like to recommend a haunted house or 


two, as well as the Egyptian Theater's 


(Park City) production of “Wait Until 
Dark” (but no ward parties, please). | 
haven't seen the play version, but 
anyone who has seen the black & 
white movie (with Audrey Hepburn & 
Cary Grant) knows that for us nort- 


blood-and-gore types, this has got to a 


be one of the ultimate suspense- 
thrillers. And women, you may not be 
the only ones jumping into someone’s 
arms—so go with someone you like. 
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